26o                                DEATH   AND   TO-MORROW
General Oberst von Gcwehr.   What would the anti-militarist, peace-
loving Socialist do ?"
"Jump up, click his heels, and beg (he General Ohcrst to take his
seat.'* I nodded.
Georges had put into the ageless nutshell the final conclusion
of the Montmartre Malcr. Germany would have to l>e disarmed
and militarily and politically kept clown for al leasl I wo generations
to learn to think and act in other terms than those of war and
world domination by the sword* Let them produce all the poets
and all the thinkers they neglected to produce for a long time.
New Becthovens and Goethes should arise and get all the freedom
they wanted, but without arms and without any sort of organi/ation
that could make steel grow again on the congenial German soil.
They went too far and they must be chastised. In the first, war
the miracle of the Marne saved Paris, in this \var the miracle of
Dunkerquc saved London; in the next one probably the miracle of
Montreal would save Washington; but what about the war after
that one? It definitely wasn't good enough.
One warm clay in March Georges we.nl before. I lie. tribunal, lie
got permission to wear a black suit of his and striped trousers. The
suit hung on him, the stiff while collar lei a lot ol air down his back,
yet he looked imposing in his worthy effort to look like a worthy
descendant of Siegfried. Me returned in the afternoon a lit lie. more
cadaverous-looking and told us he, got eight: months and the. refugee
who had given him away was acquitted, lie, broke, down and swore
he would never do anything illegal again. This was in answer to my
suggestion that when he served his sentence be would have to do
something desperate to get out of Trance, where., surely, a con-
centration cam]) awaited him.
"If I get out," 1 said on that, Til murder, if necessary, but; I shall
try again to get to England. Liven if it means risking C haves again."
Undoubtedly starved as I was, my vitality was returning.
Starvation, or rather a fearful longing for food, was with us like
the lice and the dirt. At night I dreamed of eating. As a lover
goes over in his mind the lanes and moons he and his beloved have
visited together, so my mind roamed through the good feeds I had
in a previous existence. I wouldn't start with the meal at once:
suspense gave it more flavour. If 1 wished to lunch at the R&ervc in
Beaulieu I would start getting into a red bus of the Littoral in Nice,
then a few cocktails at the Bristol Bar, and though my wolfish mind
was chasing me on, 1 would take my time before limling myself
before the flaming Loup do Mer. Our talk in the cell was of food.